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| knew he liked it 


Author's Notes: 
This is for Gayana. | hope it spawns into something. This is just a start. 


| Knew He Liked It 
Tommy's POV 


I'm not sure how long we've been touring. Forever it seems. We have to look at schedules to even know where 
the fuck we are when we wake up. The shit tends to blur together, wake up with a hangover, get loaded, do 
some press, soundcheck, the show, party, fuck, pass out, repeat. And every fucking day is the same. Nikki and | 


get bored and create our own entertainment. Vince fucks, and Mick.well I'm not sure what Mick does. 


But Nikki and | are like brothers, best friends. All the ideas that go into Motley are ours. Mick contributed 
amazing guitar, Vince killer vocals, but that was pretty much the extent of it. | couldn't fucking stand Vince. 
Nikki could have gave two shits about him too. But he knew he needed him, therefore he tolerated him and 


made sure management kept him happy. Happy for Vince was loads of pussy, coke, and booze. 


And what could | say about Nikki? The dude was fucking smart. His nose was often in books. He ran this band 
like a company and he was definitely CEO. He was dead set on things being his way. In his eyes, this was his 
empire. And it really was. Motley was his idea, his vision, his songs, his everything. So nobody told Nikki what to 
do. He had a real aversion to authority. Also Nikki had the side of a completely crazy person When he went 
off, he was like a tornado, hurricane, and earthquake mixed. On the rarest of occasions you actually got to see 
a guy who was polite, friendly, who shared, and connected with you. But that guy didn't come around much. | 
guess | saw that side of him the most. 


At this moment he's sitting across from me on the Motley jet. He scribbles things down. Then he stares 
aimlessly out the window for a while. Its always hard to know what he's thinking. He could be happy, sad, 
content, reminiscent, who knows? Still | sit and watch him in wonder. When Nikki wasn't in stage make-up he 
had the most innocent and trusting face. Almost angelic. You wouldn't believe it capable of the demented shit 
he did. And Nikki hated his face without at least eyeliner. He wanted to convey the image of the hard ass you 
don't fuck with. And he pulled it off flawlessly. 


| continue to just bask in him. Nikki was an attractive guy, even to guys. Even to me too. | fight letting my 
lingering eyes to draw away. Being watched makes Nikki paranoid. And when he's paranoid, the devil within him 
claws it's way out of him. There is no limit to Nikki's fits of rage. No one talked over Nikki. No one could really 
do much at all but basically obey Nikki. The money rode on Nikki. He was Neglectras cash cow. Motley had 
saved them from bankruptcy. Therefore they took particular interests in keeping an eye on him. And, as | 
mentioned, Nikki gets paranoid when he knows he's being watched. 


| try to catch a peek at whatever it is he's scribbling in his ratty notebook But that too is something that 
Nikki gets paranoid about. | think it's a diary maybe. It's never much more than arms reach from him. And he 
gaurds the motherfucker with his life. | know from experience not to the to snoop around through the pages. 
Sixx gave me a black eye for attempting to take it from him as a joke. Whatever shit he wrote in that thing 
he preferred to keep secret. And let me be the first to tell you, Nikki was full of secrets. But then, so was |. 


"Is there a reason for the staring T-Bone?" He asks in a droll tone. His hand never stops writing and his eyes 


never even look up at me. | don't even know how he knows | looked at him a little too long. 
"Staring? | wasn't staring," | shrug. 


"I felt it," he replies back, continuing to write. "Its annoying. Fucking stop. | hate it when you stare at me. You 


look like a dog without a home, stuck in a rainstorm." 
"Dude, | wasn't staring." 


Nikki sighs and lays his notebook on his lap. He raises an eyebrow and looks up at me. "Look. realize the close 
proximity of plane limits your options of things to stare at, but do try to remember the rules.’ 


The rules. Nikki must have had a thousand of them. They were the fucking law around here too. And yeah, no 


staring at Nikki was pretty close to the top of the list. "Dude, | really don't think | was staring," | was trying 
my best to lie myself out of this. 


Nikki's pale green eyes pierce through me as he smirks at me, "Trust me, you were." 
That knowing smirk on his face leaves me speechless. 


"You're doing it again," Nikki says reclining back. Am | that appealing? Turned green? What? What the fuck are 
you looking at?" 


'|.was..you. | was looking at you." | can't believe | said that. 

"And your reason?" He presses. 

"Do | have to have one?" | ask. 

My reply seems to confuse him a bit. He's ruffling his eyebrows at me. He seems as if for once he doesn't 
really know what to say. This is something VERY uncharacteristic of Nikki. Words are something he's never 
been lacking in. 

| wanted To," | add and can practically notice him starting to squirm. 


His eyes flutter away. "Well don't." 


‘Or what Nikki? What are you going to do if | look at you? Better yet , how do you even know | was looking if 


you yourself weren't looking as well? " 


Nikkis eyes narrowed but don't look at me. "I was writing and minding my own business. | felt your eyes burning 


a hole into the side of my head." 

| Huff, "Well you sure let me do it for a while before you said anything," 

"No | didn't," he huffs back, but his eyes refuse to meet with mine. 

‘Oh yes you did. And you know why? Because it excited you. You say you don't like it, but you do. Don't you?" 
Nikki jumps up, "fucking Fag," he hisses and storms off. 


| smile as though | had won some sort of victory. | know by his running away that | am right. He liked it when | 


looked at him. 


Fuck, | Do Like Ht 


Fuck, | Do Like It 
Nikki's POV 


| feel my internal pressure mounting. Rising like mercury in a thermometer. But it can't read this steaming hot 
shit. It's going to blow the end off this motherfucker. | draw closer to the bathroom. My hand reaches for the 
door. As | do | hear giggles inside. | roll my eyes. Did Vince really have to fuck the stewardess right fucking 
now? | need sanctuary Dammit. I've gotta get the hell away from Tommy for a while. The way he looks at 


me..fuck, how can | even explain it? | can really only speculate as to how it makes me feel. Nervous. 
| bang my fist on the door, "Get the fuck out!" 


"Wait your fucking turn!" | can hear Vince call out. The chick giggles some more. And the steam in my engine 


rises even more. 


"One!" | call out through the door. | hear laughter from them both. Rising rising rising combustion of atomic 
proportions brewing inside me. "Two!" Oh they so fucking don't know what I'm going to do if | reach three. 
That's it. I'm done. "Threelll" | step back and lunge the heel of my boot right in the middle of the door. It flies 
open hitting them in the process. 


"Goddamnit Nikki!" Vince shouts looking startled. 


| grab the chick by the arm and pull her, nude from the waist down, riding Vince, out of the bathroom. "Back 
to work slut," | say and can't refuse sending her on her way with a smack to her ass. | turn to Vince, "You, 
out," | say motioning with my thumb for him to get the fuck out. He knows better than to actually make me 


make him. He quickly starts to jerk up his pants giving me an evil eye. 
"Fucking asshole," he grumbles as he leaves. 


Finally. | rush in and lock myself inside the tiny cramped little bathroom. I'm b'l, | don't fit in small spaces very 
well. But this small place is about my only guaranteed privacy on the fucking plane. | lean into the sink with my 
head hung. Tommy's words echoed in my ears. That | liked it when he stares at me. | force my eyes up to look 
at my reflection in the mirror. | want to see what it is he looks so hard at. Smeared eyeliner, knotted hair, 
yellowing skin, hollow eyes. Shit maybe he's just looking at how awful | must look. But that wasn't what he said. 
He said he liked looking at me. This is what he likes looking at? And | thought | was sick in the head. 


My eyes drop from my reflection out of shame. | didn't at all like what | saw anymore. The years of drug use, 
drinking, and constant touring was all to evident in my reflection. And this is what people saw. What they don't 
see are the infected scabs up and down my veins or the blood every time | take a piss or vomit. They don't 

see the clumps of hair that fall out when | shower or actually do my hair. How could anyone find this shell of 


me appealing? How could Tommy.. 


| drive my fist into the mirror shattering it. Blood starts to trail down my wrist. | wince slightly and cut on 
the water. | watch my blood swirl down the drain. Shit that was going to hurt tonight when | play. | wrap a 
towel around it until it stops bleeding. And none of this had alleviated the building pressure which sent me into 
this bathroom. It's only continuing to mount. As it does so does my own self loathing. 


| plop down on the toilet and slide my hand down into my boot. My fingers pull a syringe out. It's loaded with 10 
cc's of golden oblivion Its the only way to get this pressure in me under control. H's what | wake up for. It's 
about the sole root of my entire existence now. l'm a full blown junkie. A junkie who is confused and doesn't 
want to deal with it or feel it. This magic liquid will take it all away for a while. This precious honey could turn 
the worst day around. So what if it was killing me? Who cares? 


Then Tommy's face flashes in my head, all bubbling and happy, smiling about nothing, just glad to be alive. | 
think I've forgotten how that feels, to be alive. l'm more concerned with feeling numb. | place the syringe in my 
teeth while | pull up my sleeve and jerk off my belt. | slip my belt around my arm. | let the needle topple down 
to my hand. | jerk my belt tight and hold it with my teeth. My eyes scan for a good spot to try. The silver 
metal of the needle twinkled as | lined it up over my vein. | push it under my skin. | pull back on the plunger 
slightly but get no blood back. | fish the needle around a bit to the left and try again. And again nothing. | 
reangle the needle still in my arm, desperately waiting for the sight of my blood A trail of spit falls from my 
mouth as | hold onto my belt. | want it so fucking much. Where is my fucking vein? | angle the needle even 


more under my skin. The pain doesn’t even register because | know my reward for it. Heaven 


And just as the murcury is about to boil a weak stream of my blood clouds into the gold turning a deep 
orange. | push down on the plunger slowly. When it's all in | release my belt. It hits my head and explodes 
through me. Now | don't care about anything. | don't care about what Tommy said. | don't care what Vince is 
probably out there saying. The pressure valve has been released and the steam is seeping out with all my 


care. 


| lean back as a moan surfaces from deep within me. | find my thoughts lingering a moment on Tommy again. 
That's not supposed to happen when | shoot up. But right now | really want to be sitting across from him 


again. Even though his staring made me nervous | found myself longing for it now. Fuck, | do like it. 


The Only One 


The Only One 
Tommy's POV 


It had been many hours since Nikki locked himself in the bathroom. No one even seems to bat an eyelash at 
that. We all know what the fuck he's in there doing, but nobody says one fucking word about it. It's like it's just 
OK. Don't they understand how dangerously close to the edge of cliff he's walking? | mean, do they even pay 
attention to how much shit he does? Nikki's not a sloppy junkie when we go out on the road, but he's still 


shooting enormous amounts of smack every fucking day. Am | the only one who even gives a shit? 
| look at Mick "Man, how long has he been in there now?" | ask him. 


He looks up from some magazine he's reading. His eyes dart to the bathroom door. "Long enough to accomplish 


his mission. He's probably passed out with a needle in his arm again" 


The fasten seatbelts buzzer comes on. We must be getting ready to land. "We're landing, do the stewardesses 


know he's in there?" 
Mick shrugs, "If Vince hasn't kept them too busy to notice." 


"Shit," | sigh and look back at the bathroom door. | run my hand over my face and push myself to my feet. 
“Guess I'll get him." 


Mick nods and looks back down to his magazine. | knew that there wasn't a snowballs chance in hell that Mick 
would ever attempt to get Nikki out of the bathroom. In fact, he tried to have as few interactions with Nikki 
as possible. Instead of saying something to Nikki, he goes to management. Nikki looks at that shit as treason A 
betrayal. A knife in his back | know better than to try to talk to him too. If Nikki doesn't want to hear what 
you're saying, well he simply doesn't hear it. And discussions of his drug use were the first things he chose 
not to listen to. 


| knock at the door. "Nikki! Dude, the plane is getting ready to land. Come on bro, get in your seat." | hear 
nothing inside. "Nikki, come on, stop fucking around! Wake up!!" | beat at the door. After a long delayed silence | 
can hear the lock click, but Nikki doesn't come out. | open the door. Nikki is struggling to get up. God, he's 
fucking wasted. 

"Hi," he barely whispers and looks to me with half lidded eyes. 


| sigh, "yeah, you are. Come on" | grab his hands and pull him to his feet. 


| get him balanced on his feet. My hands rest lightly at his waist. His wrists lightly lay across my shoulders. | 


can barely see his eyeballs for all the hair. But of what | can make out, it looks like he seemed to be looking at 
me. "Don't want to look at me now?" He slurs and he almost drops but manages to catch himself by grabbing 


me for support. My grip on his waist tightens. 


He was right. | hated seeing him this trashed. | didn't care to look at him like this. "Come on, we have to get 
buckled in," | say. But Nikki just continues to look at me. "Come on dude, work with me here." 


"You won't look at me," he says refusing to move in the direction | try to coax him. 
"We gotta sit the fuck down," | say. im doing my best not to make eye contact 
Nikki grabs my jaw. "Look at me," he says and forces our eyes to lock 

"What dude? Shit would you just sit the fuck down so we can land?" 


But he just stares at me. Of what | can make of his expression he seems sad. "Why don't you want to now?" 
He asked me as his eyes once again sought out mine. 


"Because the plane..we.." And my words completely leave me. All that remained was the slight turquoise color 


of his eyes. God how | loved the color of his eyes. Then | remembered that the plane is landing. "Nikkiplease. 
"You're the only one T-bone," he utters from the silence. 

"What are you talking about?" | question 

"The only one who looks at me.really looks at me.and now you aren't” 


His babbling doesn't make much sense at all. He's just high. "Come on Nikki, we have to sit down now." 


Maybe lm Just High 


Author's Notes: 
This one's a bit short. 


Maybe I'm Just High 
Nikki's POV 


I'm alone in our dressing room. My back is to the door as | pant and pace. | had to do a shitload of coke to get 
straight. Maybe a bit too much. I've just bitched out the roadies, fired our tour manager, then took it all out 

on Tommy, Vince, and Mick. | sounded like such a grade A bastard. Now I'm alone in our dressing room because 
they all stormed off. Well Tommy didn't storm off so much, he more or less sulked. My breath is racing and | 
can feel my heart pounding in my chest. It won't be so bad when | get on stage, but right now, this feeling just 


makes me want to shoot up so | can kill it away. 

My mind keeps drifting off to Tommy. Today had been a strangely tense day between us. | wasn't really sure 
what to make of it. | mean.why did he look at me that way? Why did no one else? Like ever? | can read 
something into it, but | don't know what it is? And he knew | liked that he did it. What was happening? We're 
mixed signals being sent or something? Did | hear Tommy right? Did he say he liked watching me? What was 
with that? 


My thought process and pacing is stopped by the door opening. Tommy sticks his head in and gives me a 


genetic sounding, "Five minutes dude." 

| turn to look By then Tommy is moving his head away. "Tommy wait!" | blurt. 

He pauses. His eyes look down at the floor. "Yeah?" 

'|.about today..'ve.." Fuck! What do | even say to him right now? He won't even look at me. It makes me realize 
even more that | liked it when he looked at me. But I'm not a fucking Fag. Why would Tommy's looking at me 
make me feel differently from everyone else's? How's this possible? What does this mean? Shit! | have to say 
something! "I'm.!'m sorry." 

"Yeah, whatever man," he nods and tries to leave again. 


"Wait!" | again call out and stop him. 


He rolls his eyes with a sigh and turns back around. "What Nikki?" He asks sounding very exasperated. 


But | don't know what to say. And he won't look at me. And I'm all high and shit and can't think straight. Fuck! 
Fuckll Fuckll! Say anything you fucking idiot! Don't let him leave. My mouth opens to speak but fucking words 
just won't come out. Finally the strange silence makes him lift his head to look at me. | watch his brows knit 
together on his forehead looking at me completely befuddled. He shrugs with such animation that | can tell he's 
tired of fucking with me. | ve gotta say something! 


Finally Tommy gets tired of waiting for me to say something. He huffs with a smirk "Have a good show man, 
see you out there." He pat's the door with a drummer rhythm and vanishes. 


And he leaves me there. Fuck! My hands grasp at my head. No! No! No! Come back Tommy! | don't want to be 
all alone. Goddamnit! Why are you the only one that seems to care? And how long will it be before you don't 
anymore? No one can live with me for lying ng. No one can care forever. Its just a matter of time before | 


make you turn your back on me too. 


Fuck me! What the fuck is wrong with my head? Why am | thinking about any of this? It was crazy. It doesn't 
make any fucking sense at alll No. I'm fucking high. That's it. I'm just really fucking high. | try to slow my 
breath down. | try to gather my thoughts. | can hear the roar of the audience. My fans. | grab my bass and 


start down the corridor. 


The Truth Hurts 


The Truth Hurts 
Tommy's POV 


| got sucked off after the show by some chick whose name I've already forgotten. Mick has left for the hotel 
already. Vince is securing three girls who don't mind sharing. Nikki is nowhere to be seen Bathroom. | head to 
the head to check up on him. He'd been using pretty heavily today. Honestly, | was scared of not checking up on 
him. And these are the days of my fucking life. Always looking and watching, waiting for something. | never 
know if it's going to be good or bad, whatever | find. 


| sigh and push open the door. "Nikki, you in here?" 


| look around but | don't see him anywhere. That's odd, | really thought he'd be in here. | leave the bathroom 
and catch myself looking through each room, one by one, but no Sixx. Where the fuck is he? Maybe he went 
back to the hotel? Maybe he found a chick? Theres really nothing more that | can do other than wait. Just 
wait until he turns up. But that dark little thought circles the back of my mind.what if he doesn't come back? 
What if he finally has one hit too many? 


| sulk back to our hotel, through a throng of fans, cunning groupies that have made it to my floor, security, 
then finally the room designated as my own. 5Oll. | open my door and go inside. | shut it and reach for the light 
switch. | flick it on and almost jump out of my skin. Nikki is passed out on my bed, a bottle of Jack cluched in 
his right hand, is Nikki. How did he get in my room? | slowly walk closer to the bed. | examine him as he sleeps. 
He's almost still sitting, like he fell asleep waiting for something.. Someone.. Maybe me? 


| reach out and touch his shoulder. "Nikki?" | lightly shake him. His eyes slowly part open just a crack. | know 


that he sees me. "Why are you in my room?" | ask 

He clears his throat and parts his lips to speak. But silence follows, a silence he kills by pulling the bottle of 
Jack this lips. He chugs down a healthy drink and lowers the bottle, his eyes a little more open now. "| thought 
about what you said Tommy. " 


"Dude, | say a lot of shit in any given day, gonna have to be a bit more specific," | scratch my head. 


He just blinks and stares at me. "I do like it Tommy. | like the way you look at me. It's different from the way 


anyone else does. And today, when you wouldn't look at me.it hurt" 
Shit. What the fuck do | say to him? "Nikki..” 


"You're the only one who really sees me | think. The others never lift me out of my own vomit. Nobody cares 


when | get quite but you. They're usually all to happy that I've shut up. But you never seem to get sick of me. 


Why?" He looks at me, expecting a simple answer probably. Too bad | don't have one to give him. 

‘Its because.. You're not like anyone else. You shine so bright that everyone notices you. You're like a sun 
holding us all in your gravity or something. And too much exposure to the sun gives most people a 
sunburn.but when you're always in the sun it doesn't. But then there's this side of you that's like the fucking 
moon too, dark, cold, dead. | catch myself wondering what goes through your head sometimes." 

Nikki looks away a little, "Trust me, you're better off not knowing," he mumbles. 

"Look Nikki, | get that you don't ever let anyone get close to you. | know you have things that go on in your 
head that people will probably never understand. | see you do your best to hide yourself. You never let anyone 
really see you, the real you. You have no idea how hard | try to," | attempted to explain. 


Nikki nods. "I know you do T-bone." 


"Why can't you trust me? | would never hurt you like | know so many have. | don't know who dfif it to you 


Nikki, but whatever they said, or didn't say..." 

"Sometimes what hurts us the most is the truth," he says softly as he fiddles with the label on his bottle. 
"All the anger we hold in us, all the questions we conjure up, they are usually a direct stem of a truth we 
didn't want to face, or didn't know how to." 

"What truth has hurt you so much?" | ask him. 


He sighs and looks up at me, "Yours," he softly answers. 


"What truth is that?" | ask. | feel so stupid when | talk to him sometimes. He's so very smart that it makes 


regular people seem stupid. 


"That you like looking at me just as much as | like you looking." 


What Do You Want 


What Do You Want 

Nikki's POV 

Tommy stands there looking at me with wide eyes. He's not saying shit, and silence from Tommy was like some 
treasure not to be taken for granted.. l'm serious, he rarely shuts the fuck up. But when he doesn't talk it 
means he's really listening. He wasn't just indulging me, he was truly grasping the nature of my words. | had 
his undivided attention. | watch him try to search aimlessly for something to say. He figits in place, parts his 


lips a couple of times, sighs, and his eyes are all over the place. 


"So um.like what does all this mean? What are you getting at?". He shrugs at me. Theres this tiny little 


resolute glimmer of hope dancing in his eyes. "Where's this leave you and me?" 

| just stare at him blankly and chug some more Jack. The way | see it, there's a hell of a lot shit still needed 
to be figured out between us. We're reading the same book | think, but what chapter is he on? Or me for that 
matter? | lower the bottle and ask him flatly, "What are your intentions?" 


"M.my intentions?" He nervously stammers. 


"Yes, your intentions. Why do you like looking at me so much? What pleases you so? What do you want out of 


it?" | ask never faltering from the blank expression on my face. 

"LI don't know.. |." 

"Is it an attraction thing or an attachment thing?" | casually ask and get some more whiskey in me. 

Tommy shyly chuckles and shifts his weight. "I don't know man, maybe a little bit of both." 

| nod. "Well what do you propose we do about it?" 

He coolly smirks, "I dunno. What can we do about it?" 

"Do you want to fuck me? Is that all you're fishing for?" My heart starts to pound because that's all Tommy 
ever looked for in someone. | didn't want to be some curious notch in his proverbial belt. | wanted Tommy to 
be what | had been searching for for so long. | wanted to know that the way | felt when he looked at me was 
warranted. | wanted something that meant something. | was sick of the acts of debauchery. | didn't want to 


push an envelope. | wasn't just curious. Tommy mattered to me. 


"Uh..not if that's a problem for you," he softly shrugs. 


| push myself up a little and part my lips. "lm not some groupie. I'm not looking for a good time with no strings 


attached. | want so many strings that | get tangled up in them forever." 


"Wait.are you saying that you want to be tangled up with me forever?" He asks me seeming seriously 


surprised. 


| furrow my brows and study him closely. "I don't know, you're only 22.'m not sure if you're mature enough 


for something like this.for someone like me.." 


His eyes narrowed, "Fuck you Nikki, you don't get to tell me what Im ready for. Im not a kid. I've done more 


shit than most, seen more than most..Being with you couldn't be any different than being with anyone else." 

"| was afraid of that," | sigh feeling defeated. 

"No..that's not what | mean Nikki... l'm saying, it would be natural and effortless for me. Nikki. really care alot 
about you. Maybe even too much.| want to draw you up in a needle and plunge you in my veins. I'll do 
whatever you say..be whoever you want me to be. This isn't a science project to me. | know that what | feel 
for you is real. | know | want you..today..tomorrow.. The next day..forever.” 

My eyes drop from the honesty spilling out of him. "Whoever said that's what | wanted?" | ask him. 

"Well. what do you want?" He queries. 

"Thanks for asking," | sigh.."what do | want? | want.loyalty. | want devotion. | want a best friend, a lover, a 
brother. | want a life. | want love. | want to smile for real. | want fights and makeups. | want to shop for 


houses..get a dog. Vacations, road trips. want it all Tommy. Are you the one who's going to give it to me?" 


He smiles say me, " I'd love an audition dude." 


Earn As You Learn 


Earn As You Learn 
Tommy's POV 


Nikki slowly rises to his feet. The bottle of Jack dangles in his hand at his side. He takes a few steps closer to 
me but stops. His oceanic eyes pierce my thoughts. "Are you scared?" 

| push myself up a little and part my lips. "m not some groupie. I'm not looking for a good time with no strings 
attached | want so many strings that | get tangled up in them forever." 


"Scared?" My fucking voice cracks. 
Nikki slightly smirks, "Not trying to scare you T-bone." 
"Why would | be scared?" | clear my throat. 


He shrugs, "Cuz I'm talking about a commitment and you don't know the first thing about that.. Don't worry, | 
don't either. We can wing it together." 


| nod. | spring forward with my toes. My arms find him and | pull him into me. Our lips instinctively go for one 
another. Nikki stops and | can feel his breath on my lips. He nervously chuckles. "What?" | ask wondering if | had 
somehow ruined the moment. 


"This is just..fucking awkward," he says and then pulls on a straight face. "Sorry..um i." 


| smile at how nervous I've managed to make him. | decide that the element of surprise is the only way I'm 
going to get him to kiss me. | lean in and press my lips to his. | soon feel his hand go into my hair. He tilts his 
head, parts his lips, and | can feel his tongue dip into my mouth. | wasn't expecting Nikki to be such a good 
kisser. I'd heard countless chicks talking about it, but now | fucking get it. | know exactly what they mean now. 
Nikki's kiss was slow and deep. It awakened every sense | had. | can't help but moan in his mouth as it kissed 
me with a perfection | never thought possible. My head was spinning. My heart throbbed like my double kick 
bass drum. My chest tightened. My ears started to ring. | don't know what to do because this has never 
happened to me before. 


| run a hand up his chest and into his sparse chest hair. This makes him clench at my hair and pulls me even 
deeper into the oblivion of his kiss. | could stay here like this forever. | allow my hands to further trace his 
warm skin. | can feel goose bumps forming all over him. He pulls back from my lips to draw in a hiss. He grabs 
my shoulders. His eyes lock with mine. | run my hands down his stomach to the waistband of his leather pants. 


He quickly grabs my wrists. 


With a predatorial glare he smirks at me. "Ain't that easy T-bone. You think we're going to just jump in bed 


with you? Fuck that. | know you and | know me. We have to test one another's patience. If we lose interest then 
this shit is a mistake..but if this feeling grows..then we know its real to us both,” he whispers. He runs his 
tongue over my bottom lip. "And you have so much to learn about passion. Lust isn't passion. Love isn’t sex. | 
can't risk letting us hurt one another. You're going to have to earn it. Earn as you learn." And his lips lightly 


brush across mine. 


| moan again, "Ugh..you're leaving me with a serious case of blue balls bro. What am | supposed to do about 
those?" 


"Jack off," he whispers in my ear, “imagine its me." 


Fuck," seeps out of my throat in a growl. He was killing me. But | sorta saw his point. If | fucked him right now 
we'd both be thinking it was just sex. 


"We can't start a relationship with what could just turn out to be a one night stand It's a respectful act. You 
know, like sometimes when chicks won't fuck on the first date.When they make you wait you tend to 
appreciate them more. The ones that give it to you that first night you usually never bother to call back. If 
they fucked you that fast them they will fuck anyone that fast," he explains. 


| look into his eyes. | move my hand up to stroke his cheek as | have wanted to do so many times as he slept. 
"I get it. | understand. We'll take it slow. | promise. And you're going to see.l'll wait for you for ad long as it 


takes. | want this to work" 


His eyes close as he leans into me stroking his face. "Please sttop this if you don't mean that. My heart can't 
take the agony of being strung along.’ 


‘Open your eyes and look at me," | tell him and he does. "I promise." 


Trust Issues 


Trust Issues 
Nikki's POV 


As | looked in Tommy's eyes | wanted to believe he had told me the truth. But one thing I've learned about 
people, they're untrustworthy by default. | really really want to believe him. But a lifetime of people lying to 
you makes this a thought feat to get over. | have to apply some leap of faith in blind trust. | just don't know 
how to do that. Loving someone is giving them the power to hurt you and praying they don't. | can't trust 
myself not to be hurt. l'm the world biggest asshole basterd fuck. Until this moment | thought my heart was 
gone, dead, a bleak black shell that no longer beat. But its beating in overtime at this moment. 


‘lm not a good person Tommy," my eyes drift to the floor. 

"Bullshit Nikki! | fucking know you. Its all an act to protect yourself from anyone hurting you. | don't want to 
hurt you. | just wanna make you happy. | want to smother you in kisses and tell you a thousand times a day 
what a good person you are. Maybe you'll start to remember." 

"Everyone I've ever known has abandoned me Tommy." 

He grabs my shoulders and forces me to look in his eyes. "I'm not everybody." 

And again | make note of the sincerity in his eyes. God how | wanted to wrap myself in it like a blanket. Tommy 
had found my one weakness and was catering to it. ls that because he knows what | need? Or is it because he 
does know me, and is playing me like a deck of cards? | feel like I'm in the middle of some chess game and 
Tommy has me in checkmate. If he does care, he's gonna have to be able to prove it to me beyond a shadow 
of the doubt. | just don't know if | have it in to to realize if it is true. | tend to see the flawed side in people. 
Maybe it's a character defect. | had many of those. 

"Nikki," Tommy swallows, " Do you want to go get something to eat after the show? Just the two of us?" 

Mu mouth gapes a little, "What? Like a date?" | sound a little shocked 

"Well..yeah," he blushes. 


"Tommy people can't know about us! Not even Vince or Mick! Are you insane? It would ruin us!" 


‘Calm down," he says and strokes my cheek, " Don't you think | know that already? l'm not going to stick my 


tongue down your ear in some public place. You think | want anyone to fucking know? l'm married, remember?" 


Shit! That's right, he was married. | couldn't be his fucking mistress, his piece on the side. What was | thinking? 


"We can't do this," | shake my head and try to push away from him. 
He holds me firmly, "You know | don't love her, | cheat on her all the time." 


| shove him away hard. | pant," And | won't be one of them. You think I'm going to build something with a man 


who goes home to his wife?!" 
"But I'm always on the road with you.." He shrugs. 


"See, this is what | meant, you're not mature enough for something like this. You don't care about me. If you 


did you would have shitcan the wife before ever opening this can of worms. | can't believe | almost fell for it” 


Tommy's hand runs over his head as he mentally curses himself. He collects himself a moment and looks back 


at me. "I'll show you. I'll prove it. m going to make you love me Nikki. Just you watch." 


But whoever said | didn't love him? That's why this all had to be do perfect. That's why neither of us could 
come into this with baggage, Tommy a wife, and be a blackened heart. | wanted Tommy to give me this sort of 
a resuscitation. | wanted him to breathe life into my lungs and get my dead heart to pump again. | needed him 
on every level to come through for me. | m tired of dying on the inside and killing myself on the inside. | 
needed the salvation of unrequited, irrevocable, undying, unconditional love. | knew only love could save me, that 


is, if there's anything left to save. 


Trying 
Trying 
Tommy's POV 


| watch as Nikki leaves the venue to go back to the hotel. I'm only a few minutes or two behind him. | was 
going to try to get him to come out with me tonight. We'd discuss the unfortunate fact that | was, indeed 
married. | understand that bothered Nikki. Nikki is not a guy who halfway does anything. Fuck, he was talking 
about a real thing between us. My marriage was the biggest obstacle. | had to show him that he meant more 


to me. I'd leave her for him in a heartbeat if he wanted me to. 

| stop in the hotel gift shop and buy a dozen red roses. That's what you buy someone on a first date, right? 
So | pay for them and head to the elevator. | press our floor and listen to some elevator version of fucking 
Billy Joel. Fuck how long does it take this elevator? When it stops the doors open. | walk down the hall, 
thankfully it's empty. | stand outside Nikki's door and stare at it. I'm so fucking nervous. | gulp and raise my 


fist to give our code knock. 


It's a long while before Nikki comes to the door looking completely disheveled and smacked out. He just looks at 
me blankly zoned out. | gently extend the flowers out to him. 


"Flowers?" He smirks. "Bit gay don't you think?" 

‘| though on first dates that... 

‘In case you failed to notice, im a dude. Dudes don't give other dudes flowers. And this isn't a first date. Go 
date your Wife." There's this pissed edginess in his voice. He tosses the flowers aside and folds his arms 


glaring at me. "I told you | won't be your groupie." 


"I know man. | just want to take you out. No expectations. We need to talk. What are we going to do? How are 


we gonna deal with my wife?" 

"She's your wife," he huffs, "you fucking figure out how to deal with her." 
"But what about us?" | ask. 

"There is no us, you're married,” he sees fit to remind me once more. 


"| know..but what if | wasn't? Could there be an us then?" 


He sighs, "I don't know.. There'd be more of a chance maybe..but..Tommy this shit is probably a bad idea." 


"Please don't say that. Imagining being with you has had me floating on a cloud. | want this." 
"Its probably just drugs. Go sleep it off. You'll wake up tomorrow and forget all about this” 
"| dont wanna forget Nikki," | faintly shake my head and look down. "I want you Nikki" 

"Id like to believe that T-bone.but.you're just not ready for what | expect " he sighs again 
"Then teach me. Show me how to be what you want and need" 


He rolls his eyes, "it kinda defeats the purpose if | have to tell you Tommy. Just go to bed," he says making a 


move to shut the door. 
"Nikki, please, just give me a chance," | desperately beg. 


| can't give you a shot, someone else already is. Goodnight Tommy," he says gently shutting the door in my 


face. 


Fuck! What the fuck just happened? What the fuck was | supposed to do now? | run my hand over my head. It 
wasn't like | could talk to Vince or Mick about this. Nikki didn't want to talk about it. What do | do? | try to 
clear my head. | had to figure out what to do. | look at Nikki's shut door. | suddenly know what it is | need to 
do first and foremost. | needed to call my wife. | needed to come up with excuses to give her for wanting a 
divorce that didn't include Nikki. Fuck it, I'll just tell her about all the fucking groupies I've fucked behind her 
back. | imagine that will probably do the trick and set me free if her. 


Why Isn't This Working? 
Why Isn't This Working? 
Nikki's POV 


Two sets of smooth legs intertwined with my own, gliding up and down my calves. Girly moans erupted from 
two cherry colored sets of lips. My name gets whispered. They tell me how fucking much they want me. They 
tell me how hot | am. That they will do whatever | want. | just smirk and push their heads together for them 
to kiss one another. l'm living every teenage heterosexual males fantasy. I'm naked in a bed with two hot chicks 


that are ready to fuck me. My cock should be as hard as a diamond, but it's as flacid as scientifically possible. 


This sort of shit used to do it for me, but when there's nothing new to try anymore, a boredom sets in. And 
believe me, | have a wild imagination, | have done it all, many many times. lve heard all their words before. I've 
said the same generic shit myself. In the beginning words can get you all hot and bothered, but the more you 
say and hear them, the more stale they become. None of it is real, it's all empty and meaningless. It's routine. 


Hence, the burnt out feeling of boredom. This must be how hookers feel. 


In all honesty, | could care less about fucking, I'd rather get high(er). But this is what people expect me to do. | 
do a lot of what they expect me to do just to keep them all blind to the fact of how strung out | actually am. 
Pretenses. Pretenses. But it fucking works. They think | drink far too much, but that's not a drunken slur or 
drunk laxed eyes they're seeing. It's me teetering on the edge of something really fucking dark. If they only 
knew about how | piss, shit, and vomit blood. If they could only see the track marks that lie under my ever 
growing tattoos. If they knew any of this they would throw me in some fucking rehab that preaches all that 
God bullshit at you. Been there, done that, and no fucking thank you. 


| know | should quit. | know the shit is killing me. But at the same time, | just don't fucking care. Don't care to 
quit and don't give a fuck if it kills me. Death would at least be something different than routine. It would be a 
means to an end of all the daily bullshit, all the lies | have to keep track of in my mind, and the pain | always 
feel. Few would actually miss me. Tommy would. The others would miss the money, cuz let's face it, without 
me, they're nothing. | write the songs and lyrics. | design the sets, merchandise, art work, virtually everything. 
And everything that goes down is because | have the final say. They needed me, but they wouldn't miss me, 
they hated me. Our management and record company were pretty much the same. They loved that money | 


made them, but they couldn't fucking stand me anymore than | could stand them. 

Out of pure routine instinct my hands grab a tit on each of them as | watch them make out. | think about 
some nasty shit | could have them do. But my dick just is not into it. One of them grabs my dick and starts to 
play with it, but it's just not happening. 

"Suck it baby," | tell her. Not much is better than getting head. That is unless it's bad head. 


A set of lips wrapped around my cock. | feel the warm wet tounge. | feel the hum in her throat. | feel her 


hand grasp my nuts. But my dick says fuck this shit. It don't want to be here any more than | do. Shit. Why 


wasn't this working? 
"Is there a problem Nikki?" | hear her ask around my dick. 


Well this is embarrassing. "Yeah," | Huff, "you suck at giving head!" | look down at the other girl, "And your tits 
are too small! Just get the fuck out of here! Fucking star fuckers!" 


They bitch and moan and protest but | just grab them up one in each arm and drag them to the door. | open 
it and shove them out of my room completely naked. They yell for their shit but fuck them. "Fuck off!" | 


scream through the door. 


| turn and go open the drawer on the night stand. | pull out my smack and my works. This was one routine | 
didn't mind. One that never got old. Never boring. Never stale. | pause for a second and Tommy crosses my 
mind. What was happening with us? Was he just telling me the same empty shit he told chicks? Or was it real? 


Out With The Old, In With The New 


Author's Notes: 
To Gayana, couldn't resist the urge of shooting straight to it! 


Out With The Old, In With The New 

Tommy's POV 

| did it. | called up Heather and | told her all about the fucking whores and groupies. As expected, she's leaving 
my ass and filing for a divorce. The fucked up part is that | don't even feel a sense of loss for her. It's like 
she had been holding me back. | knew | really wanted to be with Nikki. Something in my gut told me. When | look 
in his eyes | fucking see it. And | know he wants me too. l'm so excited to tell him the good news. 

| rush to his room around noon to tell him. Hopefully he's gone to bed and isn't bugging on coke. | knock at his 
door. All is quiet inside which suggests he's still asleep. And hrs not answering. | pound with the side of my fist 
and cat call his name through the door. This causes him to stir obviously. | hear a bottle shatter on the door. 
One of Nikki's rules is don't wake him the fuck up unless it's time to travel or play. 

"Come on Nikki, man I've got something to tell youl" | excitedly yell. 

"Fuck off!" This is Nikki's normal wake up greeting. 


"Come on dude! Open up!" | pound out the drum rhythm of shout at the devil on his door. 


| hear the locks click He cracks the door open and shields the light from his eyes. "Fucking whatl?" He shouts in 


my face in a rhaspy voice. 

| did it!" | jump up and down. 

He cocks an eyebrow at me, "You did what?" 

"I told Heather I've cheated on her, now she's leaving me," | smile. 

Nikki sighs and runs his hand across his face, "Why the fuck would you do that?" 
"Why do you think?" | Huff. 


He shakes his head. "You're fucking stupid This is stupid. It's a mistake. Nothing can happen between us. Are 


you insane? Listen to you..you left Heather fucking Locklear. And for what? Me? | don't want to be with you. It 
would be the world's biggest mistake!" 


| shake my head and push my way in his room. "No. No, you don't mean that. Please don't say that." 
Nikki's eyes flutter away. "| was high and." 


"Oh hell no!" | shout at him, "don't you dare be a pussy now! | did what you specifically said you needed to 


happen before you and me could go any further!" 

He just looks down shaking his head and whispers, "Its a mistake." 

| couldn't believe he was doing this. Now?! Fucking really?! "You look me in the eyes and you tell me that shit!" 
"Tommy," he sighs in exasperation. 

"Look at me!" 


His eyes float up to mine for a second. And in that one second | see his fear. He's afraid I'll hurt him. He's 
afraid this isn't as real to me as it is to him. But in that one tiny reflection of his irisis. | know this is right. 
It's not a mistake. He's just scared. Nikki doesn't do fear well. In a minute he will turn it into anger. But that's 
what Nikki does. I's a test really. Testing me to see just how serious i am. Will | take his anger? Or will it 


chase me away? And then his eyes look away. 
"No," | say, "you look at me and tell me you don't love me." 
"Love you?" He tisks and rolls his eyes, "what the fuck would | know about that?" 


| lunge forward and pull him to me by his waist. With one hand | brush the hair from his eyes. He closes them 
tight and paralyzes. "Look at me," | say softly as my thumb traces his cheek. His eyes open and my soul is 
pierced by a thousand arrows. They float in their sockets, trying their best to not really look at me. "Have it 
your way," | growl as | plunder my lips down on his. And there's fucking fire. Something in me ignites. This is 
real. | know it. Nikki's body melds into mine like a melted crayon artwork | know he feels it too. This shit is real 


But, alas, he stiffens. His hands move up to my chest and shove me away harshly. My back hits the wall. He 
stopped me. But he won't look me in the eye and tell me he doesn't love me. He can't, because he does. He's 
just afraid to. He's never been in love, and it scares the shit out of him. He may have been a hard asshole, 
but even the biggest of assholes need someone to love. And he loves me. This is just his natural defences 


kicking in 


"Go," he says as he looks away. And for now | will. | don't want to overload him yet. He's scared enough. | had 
to approach this as taming a wild animal. Slowly gain its trust until it finally eats right out of your hand. | 


wouldn't give up. | know he doesn't want me to. 


Love Letters 


Love Letters 
Nikki's Pov 


| jerked up in the bed with a buckling feeling in my stomach. Nothing. To be alarmed at. Just part of my daily 
ritual before i get high. So off to getting back to normal. | grab the jack by the bed and guzzle as much as i 

can, trying to keep it down. | get my works ready the best i can wirh shaking hands. | keep drinking whiskey to 
subside that a bit. 


| manage to get a rig together. My veins have dried up and hidden from my sight mostly. So i drop my pants. | 
pull out my cock and position the needle over the squiggly vein down my cock. Wonder if my dick will still work 


if i blow these veins? 


| get my morning fix into me. | carefully pull the needle out and toss it beside v me on the bed. | recline back 


on the headboard and my body just feels like its sinking into the mattress. Now im feeling right ahain. Like me. 


| notice a piece of paper on the floor by . The door. Curiosity. Gets the better of it and i just must know what 
it is. | pull myself out of the bed and make my way to it. | pock it up seeing its in hotel stationairy. | tear open 


envelope and pull out a letter. | quickly realize its from Tommy. | start to read. 
Nikki, 


| get it. | really do. | know you have deep feelings for me. You couldn't ever look me in the eye and tell me you 
didnt. And when we kissed i felt you give in And i see in your eyes that youre scared. Fuck, im scared too. lve 


never felt like this before. You make me feel such strong emotions that i get physical ones too. 


| know what you need from me. You need me to never give up, to prove myself, to not let you push me away. 
| know you Sixxer, you weed out the weak and the fake. You cant weed me out bro. | was serious in every 
word i said to you. And i will make you love me.there is no ocean i wont swim, no mountain |. Wont climb. No 


beating i wont take. No hurtful words. Ill even hear. Im gonna. Prove it to you. We belong together. 


| know you need this to go slow and that what im willing to do. Ill wait on you forever Nikki. If thats what it 
takes. Youre worth any wait. Ill wait forever if thats what it takes. 


You just gotta have a little faith in us. We arent some mistake. There is something veryvreal between us and i 
wanna explore it with you. | know you feel it too. | saw fear in your eyes. | know love terrifies you bec s use 
you have no concept of it. But the tingles, constant Remembrances, aching in your chest, butterflies in your 
stomach. Electrical jolts through your body. Thats gotta be love man. And you cant tell you didn't teel all tht 


too. 


Please nikki. Dont shut me out. Lets give this thing a real fucking chance. We could work. We might just be soul 
mates. We will go so slow, just dont slam on you4 brakes and shut me out completely. | left my wife because i 
cared more for you. | have no regrets. | can only pray that you dont either. | know you. Need time, space to 


process. Ill be right here waiting when youre ready. 


| love you nikki. 


Tommy. 


Tears were falling from my eyes. | wabted so much to id ofbelieve it, to be sure of what i felt when i was 
with tommy. lve never been afraid of anything. This has me fucking terrified. Im stuck between two worlds, a 


dual of personalities. And i dont know what the fuck to do! 


Uhhh, What The Fuck Was That? 


Uhhh, What The Fuck Was That? 
Tommy's POV 


| was in my room, kicked back on the bed, watching some TV, when Nikki burst into my room like a beautiful 
storm. | jump to my feet as soon as my door opens. Nikki slams a piece of paper in my chest. | can tell its my 


letter. He looks really fucking pissed. 
"What the fuck is this?!" He demands. 


Right now words just seem to fail me. | take my hand and put it over his hand holding the letter to my chest. 
Nikki's rage seems to subside a little. He looks down and just shakes his head. He moves an arms length from 


me but leaves his hand in my with the clenched letter to my chest. | see him sobbing. "Nikki." 


"Why?!" He wails. He raises up to look at me. | can see trails of melted makeup lines washed clean from his 


tears. "Why did you have to give me this?!" 
"Because | love you," | whisper. 


"No you don't!" He shouts through his crying. He wipes his nose with the back of his hand and sniffles, "You 
can't," he starts shaking his head. | can feel his hand tremble at my chest. "You can't! OK?!" He suddenly drops 
to the floor on his knees. His hand jerks away from my chest but never lets go of my letter, all wrinkled in his 
clenched fist. He raises both hands in fists to his head. | can hear him growl and bend over with his head 
almost touching the floor. "Don't do this..please," | hear him say in this pained gutteral voice. 


| drop to my knees in front of him. | grab his shoulders and sit him up to look at me. Of course he is resisting 
looking directly at me. His hands still pressed into the sides of his head. They are clenched so tight that 
they're white. "Come on, please look at me," | nearly beg. | so needed to see his eyes. It was the only place | 


could find the love | know he had inside of him for me. "Please.." 


Nikki opens his eyes and | am flooded with aquamarine, sea foam, and grey. The tears threaten to spill over the 
rims of his eyelids at any second. He trembles under my hands at his shoulders. "We can't," he shakes his 
head. Then the dam breaks open and the tears spill down his cheeks. He starts sobbing again. The eye contact 
is again lost. Again his hands go to his head. My letter hasn't for a second left his hand. "You don't know what 
you're doing," he shakes his head. 


"Yes | do," | tell him. 


"No. No!" He shouts. His hands move from head and his arms wrap around his body as he starts rocking back 


and forth. "You don't know what you're doing! You don't want me! Nobody could want mel Fucking look at me 


Tommy! Look at my fucking arms! Nobody wants a junkie piece of shit like me! You can't! You shouldn't!" 


| walk on my knees a step or two and close our little gap. | wrap my arms around him. | feel his sobbing body 
slump into me. "I do. | love you Nikki. Do you hear me? | love you. | know exactly who you are. | love you 
anyway." 


"Fucking don't!" He screams as he pushes us apart. "Don't be fucking stupid and naive! l'm a goddamn junkie! | 


don't give a fuck beyond that! Are you hearing Mel? Just take it back and forget it!" 


No. | didn't want to forget it. | wanted him to just let me in. | know how much he wants to. | know he's hurting, 
depressed, arrived, confused, angry, and sad, but my love might very well be his salvation Maybe | could save 
him from himself. "No." | say firmly. | grab him and pull him into me. | press my lips to his and hold him tight 
as he tries to squirm away. But he can't, he's spent. After a moment | feel him giving in. | feel our intensity 
building. The kiss isn't stopping. | feel his tounge dip into my parted lips. His hands that were pushing me away 
now graps desperately to hold me with him. He can't let go. He doesn't want to. And neither do I. | couldn't if | 
tried. | fucking love him. 


Fighting It 
Fighting It 
Nikki's POV 


| grasped at Tommy like | was afraid to let go, afraid he would vanish into a puff of smoke. Tommy's mouth 
tried to keep up with the desperation in my kiss. | hadn't planned this. However, now that it's begun, | don't 
want it to stop. | want to sucknthe asir from his lungs. | want to taste blood. | want his soul to fill me. | could 
die happy in this moment. Tommy made me feel. Period. And for a numbed out junkie like me, a feeling such as 


this is a blessing. But | don't fucking deserve it. 


If Tommy loved me, like he says he does, | would only bring him torment. In actelationship whetevonevparyy is 
a junkie, and the other not, it is doomed from the get go. Tommy already worries about me. f we were 
together ID give him a heart attack. | spent an enormous amount of time in bathrooms. Tommy would worry. 
He'd probably start nagging that | need rehab like some chick. | can't be with someone who just wants to 


change me. 


| loose myself in this truly passionate kiss for a moment. Tommy promised. He promised he knew me and he 
didn't care who | was, he loved me anyway. But does he? Can he? Did filing for divorce mean he wanted to open 
the door to us? And that letter..did he mean all that? He said he understood that | needed to take it slow. He 
vowed to easit for me. Why would he lie about that. He's been so persistent. A very un-Tormmy like quality. 


He's about the most impatient person | know, myself not included. 


But in the eyes of most of the world this is wrong. Two men laying together is wrong. Wonder who made it not 
OK? And | wondered why | couldn't seem to stop picturing Tommy naked? Is it possible to just one day, out of 
the blue, to become gay? Am | now? | don't ask myself with anyone but Tommy? | wish | could sort the 
madness in my head out. | needed answers. But when you're on junk, well who needs answers? But somehow, 
Tommy seeped through the crack of my addiction He was definitely second in line in things | loved. Nothing 
could be batter than heroin. Smack was like a loyal dog. Come to think of it, in his own way, was like a dog too. 


| can't allow this kiss to go on. It was giving me little jolts of electricity throughout my body. Pressure bore 
down on my chest. And my heart pounded enough that Tommy could probably hear or feel. But this has to 
stop. Letting this continue would only encourage Tommy.mi didn't want to lead him on, but that was exactly 


what | had been doing. | had been flity. I'd kissed him. | told him, indirectly, we couldn't be together until he left 


his wife. Well, he did Now he was coming after me like a German Shepherd. And I'm scared 


Everybody always leaves me..always. Im bad. I'm a bastard. An asshole. The devil and the Antichrist rolled in 
one. Who could stay in such presence for the rest of their natural born life? It just wouldn't be fair to him. 
l'm far too fucked up to be in a relationship with someone as whole hearted as Tommy. | would shatter his 

heart. No! Its best if hevrunsvfar far away from me. I'm just no damn good. 


| retract my lips and try to squirm out of his grasp. "No Tommy," 
"Yes," he protests and tries to hang on to me and kiss me once again. | turn my head, "no! We can't," | spout. 
Tommy just gives me a confused look 


"Tommy, let me go," | demand. He does and | quickly scamper to my feet and get to the door so fast Mario 
Andretti would be proud. | just leave Tommy on his knees there on the floor. 


No Escape 


No Escape 
Tommy's POV 


Nikki tried to do what he always does. Run. Evey time the situation get too tense he fucking runs. He'd been 
running from me for weeks now. | know he's scared, but enough with the fucking running already! I'm tired of 
seeing him always leaving. | can't let him leave this time. | can't standby and let this vicious cycle repeat. It had 
to stop here and now. Once and for all. | love him and I've gotta prove that to him. | know if he just accepts 


that and believes in it that he'll stop running from me. 


| leap to my feet just as his hand turns the knob and cracks open the door. Both of my palms hit the door and 
shove it closed again. Nikki stands between myvarms paralyzed with his back to me. | can hear a defeated sigh 
come from him. "Just let me go. It's better this way.” 


"Speak for yourself," | whisper and bury my nose into his black hair. My arms soon snake around him to 
ensure he doesn't leave. He lets me but | can feel him grow tense and rigid. "It's not better for me. | don't 


want you to go..and | think you don't really want to. | think you want me to stop you." 


| can feel his elbow press into my ribs as he tries to secure his freedom from my long arms. "Wanting is 


irrelevant fantasy.” He says. 


| squeeze him a bit, "Stop fucking fighting mel" | snap and he quits squirming. | can hear the hitch in his voice 
as my breath goes across the side of his neck. "You're not going anywhere this time. I've watched you run 


away enough. Just.just stop it," | whisper and let my Tongue go across his ear. 


"You really don't have a clue what you're getting yourself into T-bone..this won't work out like you think. You 
aren't seeing this shit for what it is. All you're allowing yourself to do is feel the heat of the moment. But 
there's chaos hiding in the shadows. I'm not what you need. I'm a walking fucking disaster. I'll just end up 
hurting you and disappointing you and | don't want to do that" Nikki rambles. 


"Stop telling me what | want," | pant in his ear. 

"But you don't get it." 

| slowly turn him around in my arms to face me. "I do get it Nikki. I'm not a little kid. | know you have drug 
issues..out you still have feelings and | know they're for me. | feel it too. | know it won't be easy, but | love 


you enough to try. Please just try," | softly plead then take his lips with mine. 


| can feel him stiffen. | know he's going to try to run away again His hands push at my chest and | just hold 
him tighter. "No Tommy. Stop," he pleads. "| can't let you do this." 


| pull him back into me. "Yes you can" 
Then | catch his eyes. They are brimming with tears. "I'm.l'm scared Tommy," he gasps. 


"I know," | nod. "It's OK. I'm scared too." | lightly run my fingertips across his lips. | had never wanted anything 
more in my life. My lips brush across his and | feel him tremble under my touch. "Just let me love you. Let 


me show you how | feel." 
He pushes away from me again and turns his head, "This isn’t real." 


"Yes it is," | say and pull him to me again. 

"Nol" He growls and shoves me hard. | lose grip of him. "Just..back the fuck off" He pants. His hands reach for 
the door knob behind his back. He's escaping. "Just forget it," his eyes flutter down as he slips out the door 
and shuts it in my face. Goddamnit! 


Thank-you Jack 


Thank-you Jack 
Nikki's POV 


Tears won't stop falling from my fucking eyes. They are red and irritated and | can't stop rubbing at them. | 
didn't want to leave Tommy's room. | so wanted to be there in his arms with him professing how fucking much 
he wants and needs me.loves me..But | pushed him away and shut him out because I'm too much of a pussy 
to take a gamble. | did want him, God knows | do, but | also couldn't life with myself if | hurt him. Well, any of 
my ex's will gladly tell you, that's exactly what I'd do. I'd only hurt him and | can't allow myself to be that 
selfish. 


But goddamn that sincerity in his eyes and the words that played across his lips. | know it's not just some sex 
thing to him. He genuinely cares and that genuinely fucks my head all up. | pull a bottle of Jack Daniels to my 
lips and open my throat letting it spill down it. | don't even taste it, just feel it's 80 proof burn | just wanted 
to feel good. | welcomed that euphoric buzz | knew liquor could make me feel. | needed something to make me 
smile. | could shoot up, but the masochistic side of me didn't want to completely numb my feelings for Tommy 
right now. | wanted to marinate in whatever it was | was feeling, maybe find a way to make sense of it. 


| turn up the bottle again. Soon | feel it running empty. Fuck! | hurl the fucking bottle and it shatters on the 
wall across from me. | look around for a fresh bottle. My eyes locate one sitting on top of the TV. | cross 
over a few paces and grab it. Stupid fucking tears fall as | fumble with breaking the seal. Why was | still 
crying? Why wouldn't it stop? So | chug more Jack. | know I'm pretty drunk by now, my brain and blood stream 
just hasn't caught up with my intake. But it would, and soon, rest assured of that. 


| collapse down on my cold empty generic hotel bed sobbing. God | long for Tommy's soft warm skin. | want to 
feel the electric buzz from his lips. | want to be in his arms that | know honestly love me. | wanted to just be 
able to throw caution to the wind and fee fall into whatever Tommy was offering. More Jack down the hatch. 
But Tommy deserves so so damn much better than a broken down, burnt out junkie rocker. Open up, down 


more Jack. 


More tears and shattered hopes cascade from me and saturate in the carpet l'm staring down at. | hurt so 
much but l'm strangely thankful for the pain At least | don't feel dead and numb, null and void in an oblivion of 
smack. | feel very much here. I'm in this moment with all these feelings and l'm all alone. How fucking sad and 
depressing. | raise the Jack and gladly welcome it in I've never been more confused and conflicted. The selfish 
asshole in me just wanted to rush to Tommy's room, burst in and throw myself at him like a whore in heat. 
But that tiny shred of a human that | had yet to kill off just couldn't hurt Tommy like | knew | would. My 


answer, more Jack. 


And my world begins to shift, soon | know it will spin out of control. Maybe | should just be an asshole. Maybe 
| should just show Tommy the hard way what | know will inevitably happen. Maybe then he could open his eyes 


to the fact that I'm like arsenic, lots of tiny doses that'll kill you slowly. Jack Tommy always did have to learn 
the hard way. 


| wipe away my stinging tears for the umpteenth time. | hoist myself to my feet and stagger to the door with 
the neck of the Jack bottle clenched in my right fist. | grab at the door knob and miss it the first time. But 
the second time | grab it and turn the knob. | blunder out in the hall and bump into the wall as | try to walk a 
straight line. | make it to Tommy's door and bring my fist up to knock. The human in me hesitates. The asshole 
gulps more Jack and knocks. 


Soon I'm face to face with Tommy. He seems surprised but quite happy to see me. "Nikki .” 


Before he can say another word l'm wrapping my arms around his neck and giving him a sloppy drunk kiss. He 
doesn't seem to mind though. | let the bottle of Jack tumble from my hand and hit the floor. | grab at 
Tommy's hair and force my tounge into his eager mouth. | push us back into his room and kick the door shut 
with my heel. And | keep backing him up until he's falling down on his back with me on top of him. | want this. 
Thank-you Jack. 


No! Thank-you Jack! 


Author's Notes: 
Sorry for the delay. | hate writing sex scenes. I've been putting it off. And its my second this week. Forgive me 
guys. Do stay tuned for the morning after. 


No! Thank-you Jackl 
Tommy's POV 


| have no clue what got into Nikki but it sure as fuck took him long enough. Nikki was always surprising the hell 
out of me. | did not at all except him to just barge I'm my room and jump me. Glad as shit he did, but it was 
still rather shocking. The way he's laying on top of me, kissing me, it feels like he's finally let go of all the shit 
that's been in his head lately about us not being able to work. No, these lips were telling me it was all good. So 
| run my hands through his hair and hold on tight. You never know when Sixx might try to run the fuck away. 


An intermission comes between kisses. Nikki leans up just enough to clearly get a look at my face. His brows 
are scrunched and | know he's already secong guessing himself. But I'll be damned if | let him talk himself out 
of this. | had to have him. | had to feel him. | had to make him mine. | fucking loved him. His eyes just scan my 
face in silence and wonder. Don't you dare back away from me this time you fuck. My balls can't take 
anymore. 

‘I've never done this before," he softly says as his fingers trace my bottom lip. 


"You think | have?" | smirk. "Bet | can figure it out though?" 


"Yeah, think | can get the gist myself, it's just.well.who fucks who here?" | can hear the apprehension in his 


Voice. 
"Don't suppose it matters, does it?" | shrug. 


Nikki's lips part and he pauses a second before speaking. "Tommy, you're hung like a fucking horse.l'm not sure 


if | can.i mean..." 


"Hey its cool," | stroke his cheek, "you can fuck me. It doesn't matter to me. | just want to feel you and hold 
you and kiss you." 


He sighs, "I don't want to hurt you either, l'm not exactly sure how to fuck a dude." 


"You've fucked chicks up the ass, couldn't be any different,” | explained. 


He raises an eyebrow and chuckles. "Trust me T-bore, this is different. You're not some slut I'm fucking just 
to be fucking. You say you love me. You say you want a shot at something real between us. You have no idea 
how badly | want to believe that. You've done everything I've asked. You haven't just given up and I've really 
really tried to make you." His hand brushes my hair away from my face. "I love you too but | honestly don't 
know how to show you..other than this." 


"This works," | smile brightly, "works even better without clothes." And if you can believe it Nikki fucking 
blushes and gets timid. 


| wasn't this nervous in Sarah Hopper's parents bed my first time. | don't know if | can do this..." 


| tighten my grip on him. "I think you'll manage. | love you way more than Sarah Hopper ever fucking could. You 


have my consent, my heart.just take me..please." Shit, do | sound like I'm begging? 

Nikki nods, strokes my cheek again and crashes his lips back down on mine. We kiss a while longer before | feel 
Nikki pulling at his pants. | quickly reach down to my own and start to push them down off my hips. He even 
stops undressing himself to help undress me. Ourvlips retract only as needed. And then there we both are, 
naked and hard on my bed. And as always, Nikki is in control of the show. 

"We don't have Vaseline," | remark. 


Nikki gives me his sideways smirk | love so much. God blessed us with spit, best lube in the world. " 


He did have a valid point. | had used spit far more times than actual lube fucking chicks. | lay there and watch 
as Nikki sits up on his knees. He raises up my legs and checks out my dick. 


"You have no idea how inadequate that fucking thing makes me feel. " he sighs. 


| chuckle, "Well considering that I'm on the receiving end here, | think you're more than adequate. You're the 


one who is about to boldly go where no man has gone before bro." 
He just stares at me blankly before he spits in his hand and strokes it all up and down his shaft. Then he 
hooks his arms under my knees and pulls me closer to him. He lines himself up and looks back at my face. "You 


sure?" 


| nod. | was gonna say it verbally but the throbbing pressure applied to my asshole distracted me. "Oh shit," is 


what comes out instead. 
"Does it hurt?" He quickly asks and stops pushing himself in 


"lim OK," | assure him and grab his hips. 


He very slowly continues to enter me all the way. He bends down and kisses me. "If you need me to stop just 


say So." 
"No. No don't stop Nikki..please don't fucking stop," | pant. 


"OK," he whispers and slowly pulls back, then slowly thrusts into me again. "Jack off while | fuck you," he tells 
me as he watches his cock slide in and out of my ass. And | must admit, now that l'm relaxed and over the 
initial shock of a dick n my ass, it feels pretty fucking good. So | wrap my hand around my cock and jerk that 
bitch for all its worth. | cum way faster that | expected to. Not that I'm done. My dick never sleeps. 


And Nikki maskes slow passionate love to me for hours before | feel his hot juices filling my ass. The sensation 
of his dick spasming in my ass gets me off for something like the fourth time. Once is cool. Twice is awesome. 
Three times is fucking amazing. But four times!? Shit Nikki was great. | think I'm asleep in his arms before our 


breathing even returns to normal. Oh shit. | forgot to tell hm how much | loved him. 


Fuck You Jackll 


Fuck You Jackl! 
Nikki's POV 


Pain. Everywhere. My head, my back, my neck, my stomach, my fucking bones. This shit is way beyond 
hungover. And | know the second | open my eyes the shits only going to get fucking worse. However, | have 
that masochistic side that just loved to punish myself. So | open my eyes. Thank God it's not too bright. | turn 
my head to look over for my works. But they aren't there. Then | turn my head to the other side and see 
Tommy asleep next to me. What the fuck?!?! | look around and see that this isn't even my room, its his. Oh 


fuck.. 


| lay very fucking still trying to figure out what the fuck i had done. Oh shit, Im fucking naked! Oh god 
no.please don't tell me.no. then of course, bits and pieces of my memory of last night start coming to me. | 
clamp my hand over my mouth as the image of kissing tommy crosses my throbbing mind. Shit, | fucking 


started it. 


And then the images of me fucking Tommy enter my brain. Oh fuck, what was | thinking? We can't Do this! 
There's just too many odds against us. Too many if's and maybe's. It was risky. Not to mention highly frowned 


upon. If Vince or Mick found out.if the fans knew.-uck, | think I'm gonna be sick. I've gotta get the fuck out of 


herel 


| make a slow painful move to sit up. | do my best not to wince and hiss through my teeth. | slowly sit up 
without managing to rouse Tommy. | look over my shoulder at him sleeping peacefully. He actually looked like he 
was sleeping with a fucking smile on his face. God what am | gonna fucking say to him? | know he's going to 


remember last night, and probably in more detail than | can. God, I'm so fucking stupid. Insane even 


| look around for something that resembles being my clothes. | move with stealthy accuracy so | dont even 
cause Tommy to shift in movement. | make several tiny small movements to stand up from the bed. | manage 
and Tommy is none the wiser. Now that I'm. On my feet | find my pants and quietly slide into them. At further 
inspection of the room i see absolutely nothing else thats mine. Was this all | was wearing? Maybe? Fuck it, the 
parts that get you arrested are cavered, this will do. I've. Gotta get the fuck out of here before he wakes up. 


| look at Tommy again on the bed. Memories of feeling so connected to him sweep me. | hesitate when | know | 
should run. | remember wanting him so bad. | remember how good he felt. | remember how great all of it was. 


But it just isn't meant to be. It can't fucking be. | just can't. 


| tip toe to the door. | turn the lock and it clicks loudly. | quickly look back at Tommy. He shifts his position in 
the bed. Shit! Ive gotta get the fuck out of here. | softly turn the knob and open the door. | slip out of it and 
very gently close it behind me. | sigh and run my hand over my face. | need a fucking hit. Something to take 
the pain away. Something to make me forget. Something to make me stop feeling all together. 


So i go back to my own room and lock myself inside. | know when Tommy wakes up he's. Going to remember 
last night and come looking for me. | already know he's. Going to be all bubbly and happy and thinking this is the 
start of something between us, but its not. It just fucking cant be. 


He's Not Doing This To Mell 


He's Not Doing This To Mel! 
Tommy's POV 


| swear to fucking god | woke up with a Cheshire grin plastered to my face. And | woke up truly fucking happy. 
It wasn't like every other routine mundane fucking morning | dread ever opening my eyes. | was past cloud rine 
man! This is the happiest | ever fucking recall being. I'm serious. | feel so light and carefree, and perfect. I'm in 
lovel And last night Nikki finally let me show him that. Finally!!! l'm as excited as a kid on Christmas morning. | 
get a giddy little giggle as the memories of last night sweep my mind. I've been reduced to some 14 year old 
boy who got his first piece of ass or something. Seriously, wish you felt what | did. | wonder what Nikki is 
feeling. 


With a yawn and a stretch | gently roll over to face him. But to my utter dis~fucking-may, he ain't there! He 
was there, right?! | didn't dream last night did |?! I'm not fucking crazy! Nikki was here last night! | even see 
his makeup on my pillow. But he's gone. His clothes are gone. | look around, no note or anything. Maybe he will 
be right back. I'll just take a shower and wait. He'll be back soon. Probably ran to his room for a fix or 


something. 


| sit up. The second my feet hit the floor dread suddenly sweeps me. Fuck. He wasn't coming back. He ran the 
fuck away from me again! Fuck mel! Goddamnit!!! Why Nikki?l?l? So | quickly pull on some clothes. | rush out of 
my room and straight to Nikki's. | pound at the door with the side of my fist like I'm gonna beat this 


motherfucker open. He's gonna answer this damn door. He can't possibly ignore this annoyance. 
Then | hear him yell from inside, "Fuck OFF!!!" 


Good, he's not dead. But he's gonna be if he doesn't open this fucking door and explain himself! "Nikki! Open the 
damn door!" | yell through the wood. 


"Go away Tommy." | hear him saying in a more subdued voice. 
"No way Dude! We gotta talk!" | call out. No response so | commence to pounding on the door again. I'll do it all 


day if | have to. He can't escape the room. He can't scale the ledge. He has to come out and face me at some 


point. | will aggravate this bastard till he opens up. 


After about five minutes of repetitive rapping on the door with a red swollen fist, he finally unlocks the door 
and opens it looking down at the floor. "Tommy..just go." 


"What the fuck Nikki? Last night..we..| thought..." | can't even make a full fucking sentence. 


Still looking down he shakes his head, "Last night was a mistake," he softly mutters. "I was dunk off my ass and 
not thinking clearly.” 


What..no. No! Nol! Noll! He is not doing this to mell! | can't fucking believe this! Last night was beautiful and 
perfect and meant to be! How can he say it was a drunken mistake? How can he dismiss the look | know | saw 
in his eyes?! What the fuck is wrong with him?! | wasn't a fucking mistake! It was fate, destiny! 


"No..no don't say that," | practically beg and push my way into his room. 
He closes his eyes and just stands there with his hand still on the door knob. "Please don't do this Tommy." 
"Mel? You don't fucking do this Nikki! Look at me! Look me in the goddamn face like a man and say itl!" | 


demand. I'm caught somewhere in the middle of anger, pain and fear. My world was cracking at it's foundation | 


couldn't let him do this! 

His eyes flutter up to mine. "Tommy." and his eyes drop again. "We can't..It can't work" 

"Why the fuck not?!" | shout throwing up my arms in frustration. 

"Because | don't want to fucking hurt youl" He shouts and looks directly at me. "And | will T-Bone..eventually... 
its just what | do and | don't want to do it to you. | care too much about you to subject you to my insanity.. 
can't you get that?" 

"Nikki..." 

"Oh for fucks sake Tommy! Open your eyes and see what's right in front of youl I'm a fucking mess. I'm a 
strung out junkie who only chases some unobtainable escape from reality. It consumes my entire day..my 
entire existence. You don't deserve the load I'm carrying around” 

"Then drop it!" | say and feel tears coming to my eyes. 

"Please don't cry," Nikki says sympathetically as a tear falls from his own eye. 


"But you wanted strings!! So many you get tangled up in them forever!!! That's what you said! Please Nikki... 
don't do this to me!" 


He looks at me, "I'm not doing it to you..'m doing it for you. Please just see that." 


"No," | shake my head profusely, "No, you aren't running the fuck away from me again. | lunge to him and wrap 
him in my arms and kiss him just the way | know he likes. When our lips part | cup his chin and look in his 
eyes, "You're not getting away from me this time. | fucking love you Nikki. Love doesn't care about shit like 
baggage and flaws. It's the purest form of acceptance. Just fucking accept it..please." 


One Chance 


Author's Notes: 
| hope somebody sees this and reads, my apologies for taking so long 


One Chance 
Nikki 


I'm fucking petrified. Nothing feels as good as Tommy but.| can't hurt him. | can't let him down and | know l'm 
going to, eventually. but he won't give it up. He won't let me go. Every time | try to explain he stops me with a 
kiss. And his kisses are breaking any resolve | still claim to have. | could use him forever and a day. But would 


it be the right thing to do? Hell no it wouldn't be! It would be a clusterfuck. 
| shove Tommy away. "Please, just go. Just back the fuck off me and gol" | shout. 


He grabs my arms, "No!" He shakes me. " I've been listening to yourbullshit for weeks. Admit it Nikki, you're in 
love with mel Fucking say it!" 


l'm startled by his aggression and the desperate anger in his brown eyes. He's never this aggressive. But | 
suppose | did cause the aggressive behavior. Let's face it, | had been leading him on. I'm a total asshole. Its like 
| just can't stop fucking with people's emotions. Thats why he should turn and run away from me. | don't want 


to hurt him like | know | will 
"Goddamnit Nikki!" He shakes me again, “fucking admit it! Tell me!" 


| jerk away from him and storm out onto the balcony of my room. | grip the railing and give some serious 
thought to hurling myself over it. Then Tommy would be safe. | wouldn't be able to twist his thoughts 
anymore. | wouldn't confuse him. | wouldn't be able to hurt him. | wouldn't have to deal with any of this. Yes | 


fucking love him.but if | say it.. 


"Nikki.please," | hear his desperate plead, "please just try.if it doesn't work, fine..then it doesn’t. Itll hurt but 
we can get over it. But | can't live with wondering, what if it did work" 


A tear rolls down my cheek. l'm so fucking scared. | wanted to say yes so bad. | did want to try, but | know | 

will fail. We wouldn't work because of me. l'm a broken person with broken thoughts and cruel actions. There's 
so little good left in me and Tommy deserves better than this. Better than me. But. So wanted to at least try. 
Would it be ok to try at least? Where's the harm in that? 


"I'm scared Tommy," | whisper. 


| feel his hands on my hips. "So am |," he whispers in my ear and kisses my neck. "Love is about trust and 
forgiveness Nikki. | trust you with my life and | can forgive anything you do. Haven't | already shown you 
that?" 


Another tear falls as | realize he had. | turn around in his arms and look at him. "You're dead set on this aren't 


you?" 
"Yes," he gently nods. 


| give a defeated sigh, "Ok... we'll try.. we'll see if we can make something work. Just promise me that you won't 


get your hopes up too much.” 
He smiles happily and kisses me. "I'm gonna be so good to you baby," he strokes my cheek 


| see how happy he is but | just can't shake the feeling of impending doom. It might be all moonlight and 
serenade to him, but for me it's a dark world of unknowns and fuck ups. But | will try. I'll try to be his 
everything because god knows he's all I've got. Maybe live will be enough to make this work. Maybe l'm allowed 
ten seconds of happiness in this life. Either way, I'm gonna really try. Try to love him, try to be with him, try 


to be a better me for him. | did love him, | was sure of that. 


A Shitty End To A Perfect Day 


A Shitty End To A Perfect Day 
Tommy's POV 


Finally! Fucking finally Nikki stops running from me! Finally he doesn't pull me close just to shove me the fuck 
away! Finally he takes my kisses with greed! Finally he doesn’t stiffen in my arms! Fucking finally he says he 
loves me! Finally he's ready to try to make things work for us! Finally he's mine! And finally there's a smile on 
his face. There's love and sheer amazement in his pale eyes. And | can read his fucking mind so easily. He can't 
believe how much | really loved him. He can't believe | passed all his bullshit tests. He can't believe | scaled his 
walls. But he's so glad | did. It's like | can see how thankful he is that | didn't give up. And now he's finally 
opening up to the possibility of there being an us. 


We spent several hours just laying in his bed and touching. Just soft caresses and kisses, fingertips tracing 
features, just learning and memorizing every detail of each other's bodies. Getting familiar to one another if 
you will. And Nikki talked to me, like really talked to me. It was more than our typical conversations. He really 
let me inside of his head for a tour de Sixx. He told me how much pain he held in him because everyone he's 
ever loved walks away from him. He's got some deep seated issues with abandonment because his parents 
both abandoned him. He barely even remembered his dad, and him and his mom had a tumultuous relationship. 
She would just ship him off to his grandparents every time she wanted to go off with some guy. She left Nikki 
on a fucking porch once and told him to wait there. His grandparents showed up and took him. His grandparents 
were really the only stability he had. But his mom would always come drag him back. Sometimes her 
boyfriends smacked him around. And when Nikki got to be about 14 he told her to basically fuck off and let 
him go. Well she did. Nikki was living on the streets, shacking up with some prostitute's who took pity on him. 
He lived in their fucking closet man. Nikki was just a little kid who wanted to be loved but wasn't. | can't imagine 
living on the streets and shit. My fucking parents rock mon. Its really no wonder Nikki's a little bit insane. How 
could anybody go through that shit and turn out normal? 


But | won't do that to him. | won't fucking leave him. | know he's gonna try to push me away at times, its one 
of his defensive mechanisms to try to prevent himself from being hurt. He walks away so no one can leave 
him again. But he's not going to fucking push me away. Never again! I'm gonna show him that not everyone will 
walk away. And then one day he will feel secure and loved. Nikki might be four years older than me, but I'm 
going to teach him love. One day he will just let all his walls crumble around me. He will learn to trust in my 


love for him. 


Its the best day of my fucking life man! I'm a romantic. | love the feel of being in love. Its such a fucking high. 
I've loved a lot. | have so much love to give. And | have never loved anything as much as | do Nikki. | know I've 
found that one person who was made for me. l'm gonna grow old with him. I'll never let him go. Never! I'm in 
this for real. | will move the heavens and the earth to make this work for us. | will let no obstacles get in 
between us. I'll destroy every last one. | just never thought that I'd have to start first with the people the 


closest to us. 


We made love again and fell asleep in one another's arms in Nikki's bed. Unbeknownst to us, Vince's room joined 
with Nikki's. When it came time to go to soundcheck Vince came in to wake Nikki up. We woke up to Vince 
completely freaking the fuck out. He was screaming about fagots and shit. Just going off the fucking chain all 
spun off on coke. Then he starts with the fucking humility and shame shit. Well.. rule like 27 or something..do 


NOT tease, mock, belittle, shame, or embarrass Nikki fucking Sixx! 


Nikki flies out of the bed fucking naked and Vince tries to run away but Nikki fucking football tackles his ass 
halfway through the door. He's on top of him in the fucking hallway just wailing on his fucking ribs. Vince might 
be buff and work out, but Nikki, even strung out, is no punk. Nikki is a big framed guy, even at his skinniest. 
And that fucker can fight. Vince is all screaming for somebody to get the naked fag off him. That just makes 
Nikki start punching him in the fucking face. | scramble into my pants as the blood starts flying out of Vince's 


nose. 


| rush to them and grab Nikki's shoulders trying to pull him off. He fucking flips me over his back and | land on 
my back, head to head with Vince. It's like Nikki doesn't even acknowledge anything but fucking Vince up. | try to 
shake off the daze of my back hitting the floor so hard. | get up and can see the dazed out look in Vince's 
eyes. They're starting to roll. Nikki has just about knocked him out. People are coming out of rooms and shit. 
Doc is coming in a fast pace and pushing people aside with security right behind him. It takes three of our big 
ass Hell's Angels security guys to pull Nikki off Vince. His eyes are completely black. He's still trying to get to 
Vince. And Vince is just moaning and bloody on the floor. He can't fucking get up. And Nikki is kicking him still 
and spitting on him and cussing shit I've never even heard before! He's finally drug back into his room. | jump 
in front of him and grab his face. 


"Nikki stop! It's fucking over bro! He's done dude!" 


But Nikki can't even see me for all the fucking rage bursting out of him. Security tackles him down on the bed 
and hold him down the best they can. | can see Doc tending to the onlookers and the hotel doctor is bending 
over Vince. I've gotta fucking do something. My mind is racing a fucking million miles a minute. | only know one 
fucking way to calm Nikki down. | rush to the nightstand and pull open the drawer. | see Nikki's wakeup shot. 
The rig is loaded and ready to go. | grab it and jump up on the bed straddling him. Security can see what l'm 
trying to do and stretch his arm out and hold him still while | find a vein. Nikki stops screaming the second the 
needle pierces his skin | start injecting him and he just slowly goes limp. He stops flaying and fighting and 
screaming. He's just a litle kitty cat now. Security slowly let's him go. He just lays motionless. His lidded eyes 
look up at me. They roll back in his head and he skips into oblivion 


The action dies down. Vince has a broken nose, a busted lip, and a fucking black eye. If he can't cover that shit 
up with make up he won't perform tonight. Nikki's in a fucking coma and l'Il have to bring him around with 
come if we do the show. Everything is tense and all up in the air. An hour ago | had been perfectly blissful. 
Now it's just chaos. Boy ain't this just a shitty end to what started out to be such a perfect fucking day? 


This Shit Might Be Too Hard 


This Shit Might Be Too Hard 
Nikki's POV 


Coke. Line after line. Whiskey. Probably working on my third bottle of Jack today. Heroin. Still kicking strong in 
my veins. My body doesn’t know if it's up or down. My mind is in a rather meek, slightly paranoid state. I'm 
here..but I'm not here. We go on stage soon. think.depends on if a makeup artist called in for Vince can do 
anything to cover up the damage | did to his face. | hear | fucked him up pretty good, but fuck Vince. | fucking 
bet he don't call me a fag until at least after the bruising goes away. 


| couldn't believe that no one fucking told me that Vince's room was connected to mine. How the fuck do | 
explain what he saw? The way Tommy and | were tangled together naked.. How the fuck could anybody take 
that any other way than the obvious? What am | gonna do? Beat the fuck out of everyone? What was | 
thinking? | knew this shit could never work, but | told Tommy we would try. | knew | should have listened to my 
fucking head. This was all fucked up and it just fucking started. | don't know if | can do this. 


| rest my elbows on the countertop in front of a mirror. | sigh and pick up a tube of black lipstick. | pull off 
the cap and draw a line under each eye. | change my shirt to something dry because l'm drenched in fucking 
sweat. Drugs just love to make you sweat more. | grab the bottle of Jack near me and turn it up. | can hear 
the fans starting to chant in unison "Crue Crue Crue".and that used to make me so fucking excited. | would 
grin from ear to fucking ear and feel so fucking proud that | had all those fans who loved me. They were 
surrogates in a way. | grew up unloved, so | made millions love me. But it didn't fill that hole | thought it would. 
Then | thought maybe drugs could just make that hole feel whole. But they didn't. Now I'm using Tommy to try 
to fill it.what makes me think he will work? Maybe l'm just fucked. 


My head hangs and | close my eyes trying to concentrate on the thousands of chanting fans. | don't hear the 
door open apparently. But | jump out of my pretty coked out skin when a set of hands runs down my arms 
softly and | can feel warm breath on the back of my neck. | snap up and feel myself head butting the person 
touching me by accident. In the mirror | can see Tommy cupping his nose. 

"Fuck dude!" He shouts. 

‘lm sorry..you startled me. Are you ok?" | ask trying to pull his hands away. 

"Yeah! I'm cool!" He still shouts and slowly lets go of his nose. It's red, but it's not bleeding. 


| slightly smile and try not to let it get too big. "Rule IB fucker, don't.. 


"Sneak up on Nikki! | know man. | know." Tommy takes the words from me. "Fuck dude, you have some 


angerment issues. You're fucking everyone up." He laughs, but | know there's a little bit of seriousness in his 


remark 
"Would it hurt less if | kiss it you pussy?" | tiff. 
His face lights up, "It couldn't possibly hurt it any more." 


| lean forward and kiss the tip of his nose. He grabs me and holds me while his lips take mine. It surprised me 
but | got into it. When Tommy let's go | just smirk, "You're into catching somebody off guard aren't you?" 


"Well | kinda gotta with you," Tommy shrugged, "you're a difficult asshole" 
"Yeah..yeah | am," | nod affirmatively. 

"We gotta go,” Tommy motions 

| grab my bottle of Jack and finish it off right quick | turn to leave and grab my bass. 


"Hold on," Tommy stops me. | turn to look. He smiles and places my Sixx hat on my head. "Now you're ready. 


The fans love the hat. | kinda like it too. Maybe you can wear it to bed some time.just the hat." 


| roll my eyes with a smile and turn around again. This time | feel a hand across my ass. "That's ok shithead, 


I'll smack your ass like my little bitch later." | say to Tommy. 


And | walk out onto the dark stage as a roadie plugs up my bass. Vince is sneering at me. He looks a little 
puffy but his face is caked with pancake makeup so | don't see any bruises. Me being me | flip him off. He 
shoves the mic stand down and storms toward me. Doc quickly rushes around my back and stops him. He says 
something in Vince's ear. Vince is just giving me evil fucking looks the whole time. Finally he turns and goes 
back to the center of the stage. The tape track intro of Shout At The Devil starts in the background. It's 


gonna be an interesting fucking show l'm sure. 


The Shows Over 


The Show's Over 
Tommy's POV 


Well.shit hit the fan during Ten Seconds To Love..We have the bass solo during the song and this little skit 
thing where Nikki tumbles across the stage and crashes at the front of the stage in front of the front row. 
Then Vince is supposed to say some stuff about a bassist down. He's supposed to coax Nikki up with a bottle 
of Jack..yeah, didn't go as planned. 


So Nikki's boots smash into the front row and he just lays there limp and panting, waiting on Vince to do his 
part. Vince meanders over to Nikki down front with a bottle of Jack in his hand. "Oh we have a bassist down! 
Bassist down guys! What do you think?! Think we should call an ambulance?! Nah, | know how to get this fucker 
upl" He smiles and uncaps the Jack. "Yeah, this usually does the trick!" 


Now..what's supposed to happen is that Vince dangles the bottle at Nikki and Nikki jumps up and takes it. 
Yeah..not how it went down.instead Vince turns the Jack sideways and starts pouring it right in Nikki's face. He 
starts screaming cause it's in his eyes and shit. He kicks Vince's feet out from under him and Vince lands hard 
on his back at the edge of the stage with fans trying to pull him into the crowd. Security is fucking punching 
people back and trying to drag Vince and Nikki away from the edge of the stage. Nikki's just kicking and shit 
cause he can't see what's going on because of the Jack. The fans..man the fucking crowd one second goes from 
this almighty ‘hell yeah’ cheer to the next into this dark ominous fucking growl. | get the fuck out of there 
before they start throwing shit. 


Vince is drug back to his dressing room and Nikki was carried right past me. They sit him on a table and push 
him back. They're yelling at him that they're trying to help, they're just going to pour water in his eyes and 
telling him to be still. And you guessed it.Nikki s being the fucking ass kng of non compliance. | walk over, "Man 
you guys just back the fuck off him. You're freaking him the fuck out!" | snatch the gallon of water away 
from the asshole holding it. "Fucking let him go and fuck off!" | yell at the gnarly security duo. They just look 
at me. "Man fuck the fuck of fll" | yell louder at them. They skeptically start to loosen their grips on Nikki. | 
move in before Nikki can freak any further. "Dude, it's just me, they're gore," | tell him and try to keep him 
flat on his back by placing my hand on his chest. 


Nikki finally settles down for me. "It's cool bro, just gonna pour some water in your eyes and flush out the 
alcohol." | raise the water jug and pour it over Nikki's eyes slowly. He blinks them as he can. | do it until about 
half the gallon is gone. Then Nikki starts getting flustered again. 


“Alright! Alright! Stop fucking pouring water on mell!" Nikki blares. 


"You ok?" 


"Yesll Stop itll" He yells sounding really pissed. 


| sit the water down and he pops up on the table. He's fucking pissed. His eyes fix on the door and | know that 
if | don stop him he's going to go after Vince again or raise some kind of fucking hell. "I'm gonna kill that 


Mexican half breed fuck!!" 


| stand between his legs and push at his chest, "Hold up there Scarface. We gotta let the fans chill out and go 
back out there and finish the show." 


Nikki looks at me like I'm fucking retarded or something. "Fuck off with that shit Tommy!" He shoves me away 
and stands up trying to make it for the door again. 


| grab him, "Dude, it's just the coke, chill!" 


Its not the fucking cokell" He wrestles me a bit, "Didn't you see what the fuck he did to mel?" He screams at 


me. 


"Yeah | saw! But you did break his fucking nose man! Just stay herelll" I'm shouting, but I'm doing my best to 
reason with his stubborn pig headed ass! 


Nikki looks at me like I've lost my fucking mind or something. "Because he called me a fucking fag!!!" 


"Well he did walk in on us in a pretty questionable fucking predicament.. you know how the fuck Vince is. We 
just need to come right out and tell everybody were together and to fuck off if they don't like it" | try to say 
it soothingly so maybe Nikki will cool the fuck down 


Nikki sighs and stops fighting against me to get out. "Why so every fucking body can treat us like Vince and 
make jokes behind out fucking backs? No! Fuck that! | fucking knew this shit couldn't work! What did | tell youl? 
Do you fucking see now?! This is a bad fucking ideal! You and me are a bad fucking idealll" 


And I'd be lying if | say my heart doesn't hurt just a little because he's saying this. My face goes long as | 
just look at him with whatever hurt expression my face is conveying at the moment. "But we love each other 


Nikki...” 


"Love is like fucking Santa Claus and the tooth fairy T-Bone grow up." He gives me the most bored fucking 


expression. 


| grab his face in my hands and stare into his eyes which are predominantly black at the moment. "Don't let 
Vince ruin this Nikki. Love is fucking reall We are reall | fucking love you and I'm not losing you because Vince 
is a homophobic bitch!" | shake his shoulders as | speak. ,"I'm not fucking leaving you Nikki, don't leave mel!" | 


plead desperately. | fought too hard to have him. | can't lose him, not now. | won't fucking lose him. 


A tear rolls across his cheek and his makeup trails away with the salt. "It's too much trouble Tommy..every 


fucking day will be like this." He tries to turn his face out of my hands but | won't let him. I'm not getting 
through to him and | have to. 


"Well so fucking what?l?! Fuck them!!! This is us!!! Our lifelll Nikki Sixx doesn’t give a flying fuck what people 
think!!! Fuck theml!!!" | hoot. 


Nikki jerks away from me, his docile moment is now gone. "I can't deal with this shit right now." He's trying to 
get away from me again | know he wants to go shoot up so he can relax and fade away into an uncaring state. 
| can't let him. Not until we find out if the show is cancelled or not. 


"No Nikki! No! You're not going to go shoot the fuck up!!" | shout in his face. 


This of course earns me a hard shove, "Get the fuck off mel! Don't fucking tell me what to doll" Fuck throwing 
daggers with his eyes, his eyes look at me like some primal animalistic thing that is about to devour me by 
eating me alive.very fucking slowly. So | take a step the fuck back. 


"You're not thinking brol! Just stop trying to golll Sit the fuck down until they tell us if we're going back on 
again! There's 50,000 fucking fans out there who paid to see us!" Nikki very much so respected his fans. I'm 
hoping he will hear me now. 


Nikki runs his hand through his wet hair full of water, sweat, and Aquanet and | can hear his teeth grinding. 
But at least he's slowed down enough to actually think. | notice his posture relax some. | carefully move up to 
him like he's some wild animal about to attack. | run my hand across his cheek. "It'll be ok baby. We can do his. 
Together we can do anything." | brush my lips across his. 


| expect him to not be receptive but | feel his tongue lick across my lips and | open them. | feel him snake his 
hands into my hair and deepen his kiss by dipping his tongue into my mouth. | expect the kiss to grow into 
something primal and animalistic because he's pissed, but he keeps it soft and passionate. We are all into in. Into 
each other. But we are soon brought back to reality by someone clearing their throat trying to get our 
attention. We spin around like busted kids making out. We see Mick standing there with furrowed brows. 


He glances down quickly. "They're um..they can't get Vince to go back out so the shows gotta be cancelled.. 
management sent me in here to tell you guys." 


"Mick.what you just saw." Nikki starts. 
"Oh | know what | saw," Mick cuts him off, "free country, you guys can do whatever you want." 
| sigh in relief, "Thanks man." 


Mick nods and leaves. | look over at Nikki. He looks down shamefully shaking his head. "Did you see the shock on 


his face? Everyone is gonna.” 


"Don't think about that right now, let's just get out of here and go get a drink. Maybe we can go to a strip 
club and bring back a chick to play with both of us huh?" | wag my eyebrows at him. 


He smirks, "Yeah, sure." 


Girls Girls Girls 
Girls Girls Girls 
Nikki's POV 


Have | mentioned to you that one advantage of being a rock star is having pussy on tap? Yeah, well it is. 
Anywhere, any time. It's almost too effortless really. It definitely kills the respect factor. But it's not like we 
want to respect them or take them home to meet the family or anything. We just want sleaze Queens on 
their knees. Face down, ass up, that the way we like to fuck. And they very seldomly say no. Trashy whores in 
a never-ending line, just waiting and begging for our diseased cocks. What a life. 


Tommy's cat calling next to me. We're slamming shots with beer chasers. We go to the bathroom about every 
fifteen minutes to half hour for more lines of blow. This will get mundane after a while and we will just start 
doing our lines right here at the table. Not like they're gonna ask us to leave when we've dropped about five 
grand in this place so far. | wonder how long it would take to squander our fortunes this way? Strippers, 
hookers, and dope, what a shallow existence. | guess it's no wonder | went looking for love in my drummer. | 


couldn't respect the chicks anymore, but | could still respect Tommy. 


And speaking of Tommy, he has not one, not two, but three chicks giving him a lap dance at once. His lap isn't 
even that big! But whatever. | myself have this busty silicone blonde grinding all over my dick. This shit doesn't 
even Turn me on anymore, but what can you do? Tommy however, does turn me on. | am sorta enjoying his 
childlike enthusiasm. | like picturing myself on his lap like those chicks, or him on mine. So at least when these 


thoughts get me hard its justifiable to the girl in my lap. She thinks I'm hard for her..yeah, she wishes. 


Tommy looks at me with a drunken beam. He's having the fucking time of his life. It's cute really, the way that 
something he's done nightly for years still does it for him. | guess he's a bit of an attention whore. But then, 
what rock star isn't? | have some attention for his ass..quite literally. But there's no rush. | still have my ass 
over my back about Vince anyway. If he walked through the door right now | would probably throw him on the 
catwalk and beat the dog shit out of him. 


| watch Tommy whispering sweet nothing's into a chicks ear. | cant tell if she has red hair or brown, but does 
that really fucking matter in the grander scheme of things? | imagine he's attempting to lure her back to the 
hotel with us. That's cool and all but do we really want to make out together in front of some disgruntled 
stripper who wants to fuck a rock star? Probably not the wisest thing to do, but when have we ever done the 
smart thing? 


We hear a voice come across the intercom, "LAST CALL FOR ALCOHOL! YOU DONT HAVE TO GO HOME BUT YOU 
CANT STAY HERE!" Then Girls Girls Girls starts playing as all the strippers give us one last dance on the stage. 
| wrote that song as a tribute to our wild nights out in strip clubs in every city we go to. But it's pretty 
evident that it's going to go down in history as a stripper anthem. Oh well, at least it will be remembered for 


generations to come. 


So we stagger out of the strip club around 2:00 am. Now | can see that the chick Tommy chose has auburn 
hair. She's all over tommy with a tongue in his ear. | have half a mind to shove her off him. He was mine to 
do with as | pleased, not hers. But | can't very well start pawing at him on the street. So | wait until we get in 
the limo. The stripper, whose name | could care less of, pulls out both our cocks and goes to work While her 
head is down Tommy and | kiss tenderly. It makes what she's doing a bit more interesting. 


Naturally Tommy starts to do her doggie style while she's blowing me. My eyes watch his stomach muscles 
and the way the grabs her ass as he thrusts. | can't help but let a groan escape me. Damn he's sexy as fuck. 
| want to lick him from his pubes to his neck. Between my visual stimuli and the feeling of a very talented 
mouth, l'm as hard as a fucking diamond. Shit, this is pretty entertaining. 


We reach the hotel and have to put away our hard throbbing dicks that have yet to cum. In the elevator the 
chick palms us and kisses our necks. | want to fuck Tommy so bad. l'm not sure if | want to wait while we 
service, and get rid of some nameless stripper. The elevator opens and we loudly spill out of it. My room is 
closer, so thats the destination | unlock it and Tommy goes in. | turn to stripper girl and place my hand on her 
chest. | shove her away from my door, down it shut and lock it. She starts pounding on my door. 


Tommy looks up from my bed, "What are you doing?" He asks me. 


| smirk and pull my shirt over my head, "Not sharing.” 


